THE   QUESTING   BEAST
sorrow. At the top of the drive my mother caught sight
of my father and she gave one long, despairing cry as if
her heart had broken. Not waiting for the car to slow
up, as it rounded the bend, my father rushed out towards
my mother, picked her up in his arms, and ran with her
into the house. We were very silent and very moved, and
I think we cried a little too. Anyway, everything was very
gloomy, and then my father and mother went away dressed
in black, and I wrote my mother a letter and told her not
to cry because I did not like it. I think she liked that
letter, but I am afraid the sympathy was a selfish one on
my part, as I suppose most sympathy is; for it is when the
sorrow of another affects us that we are most ready to be
sympathetic.
I had a wonderful collection of lead soldiers as a boy,
and the battles waged on the nursery floor were thrilling
and lasted for days. An elderly friend of my Grand-
mother Baldwin, named Miss Plowden, illustrated the
Charge of the Light Brigade for me with great clarity and
knowledge, and when our cousin, Rudyard Kipling, came
to stay he would spend much time on the floor with me,
full of new and unexpected ideas. My second sister had
a soft heart and was very upset when, with a cannon and
on a scaffold of bricks, I executed an entire Sepoy regiment
for mutiny; and once I was amazed at the numbers I had
still to slay till I discovered that, out of kindness, she had
resurrected the dead and made the condemned as endless
a succession of men as a stage army.
Not content with an army of lead soldiers, I formed a
human army of my two sisters (the second and the fourth),
my brother, the French governess, and the two children
from a neighbouring house. We had many batdcs, chiefly
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